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hill beyond Upper Weimar came the full, red moon. It was so completely quiet. One could hear only Wedel's French horns from afar, and the quiet distance probably made me hear purer tones than issued from the instruments."
In such utterances one feels as if Goethe were speaking, and his spirit certainly did permeate his pupil. But what an affinity of spirits was required to give back such a brilliant reflection!
We can recognise the Duke's poetic and, at the same time, idealistic temperament still more clearly in a remarkable letter which he directed to Knebel in October, 1781. Because Knebel could no longer serve the duchy in any tangible way in return for the salary which he was receiving he was thinking of seeking an appointment elsewhere. This occasioned a letter from the Duke, which, among other things, contained the following: "Are those, pray, who enjoy thy friendship, thy society, so slavish, are their needs so predominantly physical, that thou canst be of use to them only by digging, hoeing, cleaning out the stable, and scribbling documents? Is the receptacle of their souls so small that thou canst find no space in them into which thou canst pour the beautiful, good, and great things, which thy soul has treasured up, to better and ennoble their inner lives? Are we so hungry that thou must toil for our bread, so timid and unstable that thou must labour for our security? Are we incapable of other joys than those of the table and rest? Can we not find pleasure, if thou, freer from the dirt and foul odour of the world's machinery, devote thy whole time to the culling of bouquets from the flowers of life and presenting them to us, who have no time to gather them? Are our valleys so arid that we have no need of a lovely fountain to gather their tiny, trickling rills into a beautiful stream that we may enjoy them? Are we good for nothing but anvils of time and fate, and can we endure nothing about us but blocks which resemble us, and are of a hard and very durable texture? . . . The souls of men are like constantly cultivated soil; is it degrading to be a careful gardener, who spends his time in searching foreign lands for